“Me are of God, little 
Children. 
Greater is He that ising 
than he that is in the 
World? 
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VoL. XXIII DECEMBER, 1917 


THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS 


Brack KEALiNG 
“Jingle, jingle silver bells! 
The night is frosty, the moon is bright, 
_ And dear old Santa Claus is coming here tonight. 
So put away your dollies, children, 
Hide your books and toys; 
Climb into your little beds, 
And don't make any noise.” 


all N THE quiet dark of their little sleeping room 

three children lay tucked in their little white 

beds, cozy and warm. It was Christmas Eve, 

and since early dawn their eager watchings had 

kept them in expectant joy and hope, and to- 

night their mother had kissed them each good- 

night, warning them to remain just as quiet as 

could be, and go to sleep. “For tonight is 

Christmas Eve, and Santa Claus will not come to fill your 
stockings if he finds you all awake,” she whispered to them. 

Each anxious little one had great, expanded ideas as 
to how Santa Claus looked—round and fat and jolly, with 
a snow-white beard and hair, and, of course, he always wore 
a red suit trimmed with white fur and silver buttons—and 
there were his reindeers, there must be six or eight, and they 
were all white, too, and his sleigh would have to be big, to 
carry all his toys. 

Now, what would Santa Claus. put in their stockings, 
for each one had hung a stocking upon the mantelpiece by 
the fire, and so anxious were they—how could they sleep! 

Presently a hushed voice came from the folds of one 
little white bed. “‘Mary Jane, it will be a long, long time 
before Santa Claus comes down our chimney, won't it, and 
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will we hear his reindeers on the housetop, and hear his 
sleigh bells, too?” 

“Dora, it is most time now, and, of course, we will 
hear his reindeers as they gallop up to the chimney, and 
his silver bells, too, a long way up on the country road.” 

“‘Why, don’t you be still, girls?”’ whispered Freddie. 
“I wouldn’t blame Santa Claus if he would never come 
down our chimney. Didn’t mother tell us to lie still, for 
if Santa Claus hears a wee little noise or sees a light he 
would not come here?” 

“Oh, Freddie, you are always fussing. I know it is 
too early for Santa Claus, *cause we just climbed in bed.” 

““Yes,”’ said Dora, “‘it is always early when we go to 
bed and Santa Claus never comes until the middle of the 
night. He can’t come fast tonight, "cause the snow is deep 
everywhere. The hills and roads are all covered deep with 
snow. I hung a big red ball in our window, so he could 
not miss our house.” 

“Yes, but his big reindeers can run fast up and down 
the hills, through all the woods and over the roads.” 

‘Mary Jane, do you think Santa will go down Smith’s 
chimney and bring Elsie Smith a doll and ‘candies, too?” 

““Why, yes; Santa Claus always goes to see all the 
boys and girls on Christmas Eve—that is what takes him 
so long to come around.” 

“But what if he would not go to see her? She told 
me today that she just knew Santa would not come to see 
her because she was poor and she had no papa to tell him to 
come. 
“Yes, but she could write to Santa, like we did, and 
her mother could send the letter to him.” 

“*Just like girls; they never know what to do,” broke 
in Freddie. 

“Freddie, you ought to be ashamed of yourself.” 

“I would not be a girl, anyway,’ answered Freddie. 
“They can’t whistle, nor run, nor skate. They can’t even 
play ball or marbles, and they always cry when you touch 

m. 

“‘But they can do nicer things than boys. They can 
sing and dance and play the piano, and dress up in ribbons; 
and they never would cry if the bad boys would not pinch 
them; the horrid things! I wish I didn’t have any brother, 
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and I hope, Freddie, that Santa won’t bring you any toys.” 

““And, Mary Jane, I just know Santa won't bring 
you anything, not even a freckled doll dressed in calico, 
so there!”” 

“Children, -my darlings, why, what is this I hear? I 
thought you were all fast asleep. Didn't mother put you 
to bed and tell you to be quiet and listen for Santa’s sleigh 
bells? It is nearly time now; be quick, cover up your 
heads and be quiet and listen, children, you may hear 
Santa’s reindeers galloping far, far away, coming in the 
crisp snow.” 

Every little head was covered again in the folds of 
the white linen and all was quiet, and in this darkness the 
mother slipped out of the room. 

Whist! The sleigh bells were jingling. Closer they 
came, and the reindeers’ hoofs, the children surely heard, 
stamping upon the housetop—then all was quiet. Santa 
must be slipping down the fireplace. Now he must be filling 
their stockings, and to think that Santa, that very minute 
was in their room. Not a child uncovered his head; not 
even when the reindeers were galloping away. The sleigh 
bells were jingling, and old Santa cracked his whip, and 
plainly they heard him say: ‘Come, my pretty ones, away, 
far away over the hills.” 

Such an anxious moment, who would dare uncover 
his head first? Not a child, until his mother said, “‘Children, 
up! See, Santa has been here!’”’ And how the children 
scrambled out of their beds, and into the middle of the 
floor. They looked, there were no snow tracks on the floor, 
but surely Santa had been there, for there stood a Christmas 
tree lighted with candles and loaded with presents for them 
all. Each and every stocking, too, had been filled with 
red and pink and all kinds of candies, and too, there were 
bags of candies and oranges for all. 

Mary Jane found a big doll, dressed in white silk, with 
a pink hat and ribbons, and it could go to sleep, too. 

Dora fondly held her big doll, all dressed in blue and 
white, and she put it in its little wagon, while she gathered 
up her candies. 

Freddie tossed his new red ball, counted his marbles 
and his games, He found a shotgun and a red balloon all 
for himself. 
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Again these three children were tucked in their little 
beds and their mother kissed each little sleepy face again 
and left them to sleep. 

In the silence that followed, Mary Jane, in a tender 
voice said: “Freddie, my dollie is not freckled and its dress 
is not made of calico, and I am glad Santa did bring you 
lots of games and toys, and too, Freddie, I am glad you 
are my brother.” 

*‘And, Mary Jane, I knew all the time, that Santa 
would not bring you a freckled doll, dressed in calico,” 
said Freddie. 

“Mary Jane,”’ whispered Dora, “I am going to take 
one of my bags of red candy and some of my oranges and 
go over to see Elsie Smith. I am just afraid that Santa 
missed her.” 

““And, Dora, I want to take her some of my candies, 
too, and one of my dollies. We will go early in the 

lh, girls,” sang out Freddie, “‘let us all go, ‘cause I 
have lots of candy, and I will give her one of my picture 
books, if she is a girl, for she likes books. When school 
commences next week I am going to watch and see that the 
boys don’t pinch Elsie any more, ’cause every day at school 

they make her cry.” 
“T think Santa Claus would like for us to go down on 
the back street and give some of our candies to those poor 
boys and girls, too, tomorrow.” 

“Oh, let us do that,”’ they cried in one voice, “‘for 
you know what mother read to us last night at our story 
hour, out of the big picture book,”” and Freddie recited the 
verse which they all remembered so well: 

“Kind hearts are the garden, 
Kind thoughts are the seeds, 
Kind words are the blossoms, 
The fruits are kind deeds.’ ”’ 

Dear old Santa Claus must have been miles and miles 
away in the snowy woods by this time, for the children 
listened, but they could not even hear the jingle of his sleigh 
bells, nor the sound of the reindeers’ hoofs. 

So Santa had come and gone, but he will come again 
per Christmas Eve, and so the three happy children fell 
asleep. 
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SIR SMILE-UPS VISIT TO SANTA CLAUS 


Two_e 


"T was everywhere reported that our Santa Claus was sick, 

The wires e shouted, ““Tell Sir Smile-Ups to come 
quic 

It looked as if the toy shops that year would be passed by, 

When Smile-Ups in his airship swept o’er the wintry sky. 


Our Santa rg was groaning when Smile-Ups reached 
the Pole, 

And moaning, “Oh, I’m troubled, for I cannot send a soul; 

The toys are in their bundles, the reindeers wait outside, 

And here I’m wrapped in blankets and cannot take my ride.” 


“Now what a joke!’’ quoth Smile-Ups, ““You surely don’t 
think so; 
Pray throw away your blankets, quick, come and let us go.” 
“But ge kt s that pill at bedtime,” replied our friend, Saint 
ick 
“And if I do not take it I'll be extremely sick.” 


‘Well, bless me,”’ cried Sir Smile-Ups, and his smile reached 
to the door, 

“*A pill is always useless; and the city’s in a roar; 

The children cry, ‘No presents,’ and the fathers wag a head, 

While mothers sigh, ‘Poor Santa is very sick in bed.’ ” 


At this Saint Nick rose shouting, ““Why, what an awful 
tale,” 

And calling all his reindeers, he cried, “J will not fail.” 

And he and Smile-Ups smiling, as if it were a joke, 

With wildly flying reindeers into the city broke. 


San? THE BA-BA SHEEP 


In God’s good land 
a I feed on the hill; 
The rabbit sits near me; 
He sits very still. 
—George. 
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HOW QUEEN LOVEMORE WON HER 
THRONE 


KatHryYN Wi.iamson, 10 years (typewritten by her) 


LONG time ago there was a garden, and in 
this garden grew flowers and trees that had 
never been seen before. The trees grew so 
thick that they formed a forest, and the ones 
that went into this forest never came back. The 
King offered a big reward to anyone who 
could find out the mystery of this forest. One 
day a poor fisherman’s son came to the palace 
and offered to go into the forest. The King furnished him 
with two horses; one to ride and one to carry provisions. 
When the fisherman’s son entered the forest, he galloped 
along under the trees and heard the birds singing and felt 
the joy of the day. But suddenly he saw a stag, and took 
out his gun and fired, and the poor creature fell to the 
ground, When the boy looked around he found his pack- 
horse had disappeared. But he turned his horse’s head 
again toward the center of the forest, but the horse refused 
to carry him, so he had to’walk. He walked all day, and 
when evening came on he was tired and hungry. Then he 
saw a steer running toward him, and quickly climbed a 
tree for safety. But the steer turned into a witch, who 
grabbed him and cried, “I'll fatten you and eat you. I 
will lock you up now, and tomorrow I'll give you something 
to eat.” Then the witch took his pistol and put him in 
something that looked like a lion’s cage, and locked him in. 
He went to sleep saying, “I'll get away somehow.” 

All this time the King was wondering if the fisherman’s 
son had found the secret of the enchanted forest. At last 
he grew tired of waiting, and offered a still greater reward 
to anyone who would find the secret. 

Next, a powerful man appeared before the King and 
offered to go, but because he killed the birds of the forest, 
neither did he succeed. 

Then the King offered his kingdom for the secret of 
the forest. To his surprise a little girl came and stood be- 
fore him and offered to go. ‘“You could not do anything,” 
said the King. 

“But I could try,” said the little girl. So the King 
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gave her a delightful little pony, and a dog to protect her, 
and she rode off. She galloped along; she heard the birds 
singing and everything seemed so peaceful that she could not 
help singing, too. It grew darker and darker as she neared 
the center of the forest. Down on the ground she saw a 
little bird that had fallen out of its nest. So she stopped 
and picked it up and put it back in its nest. Then before 
she could start again a beautiful angel appeared before her 
and said: “‘Now that you have reached the center of the 
forest you shall learn the secret. This is God’s forest, and 
he made it for the creatures that have been persecuted by 
man. It is not enchanted in the way men have supposed. 
It is only protected against those who would kill the inno- 
cent creatures in it.” 

Then the little girl said, ““Thank you,” and galloped 
back to tell the King the secret of the forest, and ask him 
if he would not put a stop to shooting and cruelty. Then 
the King made the little girl Queen, and she was so kind 
and true that everybody loved her, and that is how Queen 
Lovemore won her throne. 


WEELETS. 
“A Little Child Shall Lead Them” 
Wee George—**What is the biggest thing there is?” 
Wee Marie—Why, the world.” 
Wee George—“‘Oh, no! it’s God.” 
Wee Marie—*‘Why, of course. I forgot, it is God.” 


The mamma-hen sets up in a nest, 
An’ pretty soon they’s an egg, 
But the papa-hen, he swells his chest 
And kicks the sand wif his legs. 


The papa-hen finds a worm or a crumb 
And hollers, “Quick! quick! quick!” 

But he eats it hisself when the mamma-hens come, 
Or else it’s only a stick. 


I bet you if I was the papa-hen 
So han’some an’ big an’ stout, 
I'd lay eggs once in a while, an’ then 
Have something to holler about! 
Newark News. 
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THE LITTLE FROST LADY 
Etta Gisss NiELson 


The little Frost Lady has come, I know, 

For all of my windowpanes sparkle so, 

And every morn when I wake I see 

The beautiful things she has left for me. 

She wears such a wonderful warm, loose dress, 
It’s made of a fleecy white cloud, I guess. 

And she pins her hair with a silvery star, 

For she needs a light when she comes so far. 


All night when the world is cold and still, 
She sits and paints on my window sill 
Fairies and goblins and elves with wings, 
. Upside down houses and other queer things; 
Willows that grow by a crystal lake. 
She paints every window before I awake, 
And she smiles and says as she starts to go, 
“These pictures will please the dear child, I know.” 
Then she packs up her brushes and sails away, 
But the pictures she leaves makes me glad all next day. 


MARY’S HAPPY CHRISTMAS 


RutuH Carter (9 years) 


Once there was a little girl named Mary. She was a 
very poor little girl. She did not have father, mother, sister 
or brother. One day she went to a house to get something to 
eat. A little girl opened the door and told her she could not 
have anything. Mary went away crying. She wandered 
all day through the town, but could not find anything to eat. 
The next day was Christmas. Little Mary was cold and 
hungry. She prayed to God to help her, and sure enough in 
a little while she came to a house where they gave her some- 
thing to eat, some nice toys and some clothes. She started 
to go away, but they told her she could stay and live with 
them. She stayed and had a happy home with them. And 
that was the way God answered Mary’s prayers on that 
bright and joyous Christmas. 

[Ruth’s story ends well, but the first part of it shows 
she has been drawing the wrong kind of pictures on her slate. 
She should rub them out, and draw in their place true pic- 
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tures. She should picture her little thought-friends with 
parents and homes and plenty, abounding i in health and joy 
and happiness. Then they won’t meet up with sad experi- 
ences.—EDITOR. ] 


THE STORY OF BIRDS AND BEES AND A 
LITTLE BOY 


Written and Illustrated by Georce GILBERT (seven yrs.) 


Once upon a time there was a little boy, Tommy, who 
lived in this house. He loved birds and bees, and asked his 
mother if he could build a bird house for the little birds he 
saw up in the tree. The next morning his daddy helped him 
build the bird house, and Tommy 
had to climb the pole to nail it on. 
Then he ran in and told his mother 
it was up and she said, “Well, 
dearie, I will come pretty soon and 
look at it.” He played around in 
the sunshine and watched the birds and bees and called 
some little boys to see what he and daddy had made. 

Then he said, “Oh, look, boys, at the bees’ nest hang- 
ing to the edge of our house-roof, and now come and look 
at daddy’s flowers and garden, and see how the bees have 
gone into the flowers—they are sipping the honey.” 

“Oh, yes; our papa told us that bees love the honey 
they gather from the flowers,” said the neighbor boy. 

Then Tommy climbed the ladder to see if there was 
a nest yet in the bird house. ‘‘Oh, yes;’’ he said, “‘there is 
a nest, I must go and tell mother.” Then mother wanted 
Tommy to go to the store and get some sugar. —Tommy 
answered, “‘All right, mother,’ and went and got some 
sugar. 

[George’s story is much longer than this, and has 
many more of his own make of pictures, but this is all we 
have room for. It was nice of Tommy to love birds and 
bees, and so willingly do errands for his mother, but we've 
left out the part where he got sick and had to lie in bed, 
as we don’t think that would be so nice. 

George does very well for a beginner, but in all your 
“‘thinking-up stories,” little Boosters, remember to give Wee 
Wisdom good and happy boys and girls, who know how to 
make the old world better and brighter—Epitor.] 


Through Christmas snows, 
Small Eskimos 


Blink at the Northern Light; 
And if they hang their stockings up 
For Santa overnight, 
They must go barefoot half a pear, 
Their seasons are so berp queer. 
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@nsun-warmed 
sand 
The children 
are more 
free, 


But 
all the 
Christmas 
snowballs 
there 
Are grown upon a tree. 
Their climate surely is most queer 
Since they habe summer at New Vear. 


But here J am 
With Uncle Sam 
Whereall things 
are just right; 
My winter comes 
in winter 
& time, 
dap di- 
vides 
night. 
3X hang mp stocking up at ten; 
At four J habe it down again. 


WES 
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STORIES OF BLESSED PENNIES 
(As told by some of the Unity Boosters) 

Mrs. Newman, Superintendent of the Unity Sunday school, dis- 
tributed among the Boosters, a few weeks ago, a hundred and fifty 
pennies that were blessed and dedicated to the Good, with the request 
that each child would return them with a thanksgiving offering, and 
tell a story about them. The blessed pennies with their increase were 
brought in the Sunday before Thanksgiving, and they amounted to 
sixteen hundred pennies. 

Here are some of the stories that were told by the little penny 
harvesters before the Sunday school. Many more were told, that were 
not written down. 


ALVA REESE'S STORY (10 years) 


When I received my penny, I held it in my hand and 
said: 

“Divine Love through me multiplies you.’ This 
penny will go out in the world and do a great deal for some- 
one. Maybe it will help get a little child something for 
Christmas, or help get someone a nice dress. When this 
penny came to me, it seemed to say: 

“‘Now, if you will bless me, I will do a great deed 
for someone.” 

So all the pennies I get now, I bless them, then they 
go out in the world with the blessing and help everybody. 


LITTLE ROB SWAIM'S “TRUE STORY” 
(With the help of his mamma) 


There was a knock at the door. I went and opened 
it, and there stood an old man. He said, “I have been out 
all the morning trying to get work, but have found nothing.” 

He had with him tools for repairing things. He had 
had nothing to eat all the morning. So we gave him twenty- 
five blessed pennies, and told him to go and get something 
to eat, and said, “‘God will take care of you.” Later we 
saw him i in the restaurant eating, and then we saw him 


working, so we know our blessed pennies brought him good. 


MERCEDES RAY’S STORY (9 years) 


It was a pretty, bright, new penny; one of a large 
family, bees sent out for the first time into the world to do 
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its duty. It was sent out with a blessing and told to return 
on a certain date with as many willing workers as it could 
bring back. It made its first visit to me, and I was so 
happy. I blessed and loved it, and began by sending forth 
ten very Willing Workers. I blessed them also. Every 
day one or more came to join them. Several came from my 
school teacher; also from some little schoolmates. Once a 
colored man came to our house to bring a coat, and he gave 
me two pennies. I think this dear little penny has made a 
good beginning, and I am thankful that I was its first agent. 


STORY TOLD BY MORTON LANE 
My Sunday school teacher gave me a bright, blessed 


penny, and I went to church with mamma, and put my 
penny in the collection box. This is how my blessed penny 
brought me a dollar: 

I was out by the leaf and ash pile, hunting through it, 
and I saw a dollar bill with two burned holes in it, but the 
dollar mark was all right, though it had dirt and ashes on it. 


THE STORY, AS TOLD BY THE TRUTH PENNY 
ITSELF 

Here I am. I’ve just had a lovely visit with Billy 
Rey. She is such a dear little friend of us pennies. She 
doesn’t change us all the time for candy or gum, for she 
loves to see us do real work—something that helps to make 
others happy. She began by sending in ten pennies to keep 
me company. Just think, a whole week’s wages! She sent 
each one with a word of Love. Every day she came to see 
us and said: “Divine Love through me multiplies you.” 
And each time one or two friends came to prove her words 
were true. Some came from playmates, and were given her , 
to buy candy with. The candy did look good, yet Billy 
did not fail us. Though our little friend is only six years 
young, and sometimes forgets, yet I’m sure by the number 
of little penny-friends that I bring back, Billy is a good 
little Booster. 


WANDA HUSTON'S STORY 


One day last week, when mother was house-cleaning, 
I said to her, “Mother, I will do the dishes and fix the 
lunch. If I do this will you give me fifteen cents to put with 
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my blessed penny?’ She said, “All right.” Then I 
dusted and helped with the cleaning, and when she paid me 
she said that I had helped her so much that she gave me 
twenty-five cents instead of fifteen cents. I saved the rest 
of the pennies by not getting any candy or gum. 


DOROTHY HOOD'S STORY 


I am a bright new penny. I came from the mint not 
long ago, and was given to a little girl. One day the little 
girl got me out and blessed me. Then she took me to the 
store and bought a pencil with me. One day a lady came 
into the store, and. bought something. She needed some 
change back, and I was put into her hand with other money. 
When the lady saw me, she said: 

““What a bright penny! I will give it to my little girl.” 

When she got home she gave me to her little girl and 
I saw it was the same little girl that I had been with before. 
The little girl said, “*I blessed that penny, and it came back 
to me, so I will use it for seed, and put it in my bank.” 

One day I was taken to Sunday school and emptied 
into a basket with lots of my brothers and sisters, and I was 
very glad to see them. 


THE DAISY 


Gussie Jack Knicut, (10 year) 


I am a daisy, yellow and white, 
I wake in the daytime 
And sleep in the night. 
The children come pick~me, 
But I grow up again; 
I grow in the valley, 
I grow in the lane. 
The children all love me, 
And I love them, too; 
I am so happy 
They've something to do. 
God gives me water, 
God gives me sun, 
God gives me food, 
iy Like everyone. 
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JEAN’S DREAM 


Vesta Sutton (12 years) 


Little Jean was sitting on the garden bench. She was 
a little Truth girl, but she didn’t seem to be practicing it 
much this morning. Her mind was wandering. It seemed 
as if she couldn’t get up and go into the house to work. 

Just as she was about to say, “I'll stay five minutes 
longer,” her little pussy came walking by. 

Jean was very much surprised to hear him say, “You 
have not wiped your dishes.”” 

Pretty soon along came her doggie. Jean was not 
quite so surprised when she heard him say, “Jean, you have 
not mailed your letter.” She was not at all surprised when 
a little chipmunk came scampering by and said, ‘You have 
not put your sister to sleep yet.” 

Jean was very much distressed when her little bird 
came flitting by and said: 

“‘Jean do not shirk, 
Get up and work!” 


Jean started up to catch him, but found she was 
fastened to her seat. The poor little girl did not know what 
to think. She didn’t worry about pussy and doggie; she 
knew they would come back, and the chipmunk didn’t be- 
long to her; but she was distressed about birdie. 

While wondering what to do, she heard her mother call 
and started up from her dream. 

“Oh!” she cried, “I must catch birdie.”” But, to her 
surprise and delight, as she walked into the house, birdie was 
safe in his cage. 

“Tt was only a dream after all,” she said, but resolved. 
to herself, that hereafter she would finish her tasks and then 
play afterwards. 


I think the fairies gave her that dream, don’t you? 


A little bit of holly, 
And a bunch of mistletoe, 
A little joy and kindness, 
A loving deed—and lo! 
A Christmas day is molded, 
Happy lives are made just so.—B. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 
Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 


world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. _ 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


ELL, here I am, after missing the Thanksgiving 
Booster meeting, do you know that when I 
should have been at the Thanksgiving party I 
was watching the folks finish the new Unity 
Building and then, when I wrote up my little 
chat with you I found that it was too late. Oh, 
well, here I am this time anyway! Mother 
said lots of nice things for me last month, and I 

know that she did it better than I could have done it. 

The Boosters are working on their Christmas things. 
They are going to make this a happy Christmas for every 
one in the whole city. They are getting the names of people 
who probably will not have much Christmas, and they are 
making presents to give them “‘with the loving remembrance 
of the Boosters.”” On Christmas we shall ask some people 
who have automobiles to take us around to the folks and we 
shall take in the gifts and say that they are from the Boost- 
ers, who bring sunshine to every heart in the land. They can- 
not help but be happy when a troop of joyous children burst 
in on them, bringing sunshine and gladness. It isn’t so much 
what the gift is; it is the fact that someone has remembered 
you 


Oh no, indeed, these gifts will not only be for poor 
people. Some of them will go to people who have much 
money, but no one to love them and carry to them the spirit 
of Christmas. 
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Let’s every Booster in the land codperate in doing 
these good deeds this Christmas. Will you help? Of 
course you will, and mamma will be only too glad to show 
you what to make, and your friends will be glad to join 
with you in the good work. All aboard for one great 
Christmas! 

Did I tell you about the party which the Senior 
Boosters had the other Sunday? We all rode out to Camp 
Wallace—away out on the Blue River—and cooked our 
dinners and ate them and played games. Then, when it got 
dark, we built a great big bonfire and sat about and told 
stories and did Indian dances. When it grew late we rode 
back home again. : 

The Junior Boosters had a picnic, too. They went 
out on Cliff Drive and cooked dinner the other Saturday. 
We had cocoa and baked potatoes and sandwiches and all 
kinds of cakes and good things. I wish that every Booster 
could have been there. We had about fifty, and although 
it got a little cold, not one of the Boosters complained or 
felt the chill. 

The Senior Boosters are to have a party the night be- 
fore Thanksgiving, at Ted Wallace’s house. There are 
about thirty Senior Boosters, and | think that every one will 
be there. They are the finest bunch of young folks in the 
whole city. You see, the Junior Booster Club is for the 
Boosters from five to twelve and the Senior Booster Club is 
for the folks from twelve to twenty. And there are some of 
us in the Senior Boosters who are even bigger than twenty, 
but, you bet, we are not the least bit afraid. 

Well, now, let’s every Booster boost for the joyous 
Christmas to every person in the whole world. Let’s make 
everyone happy. Let’s be the messengers of joy and glad- 
ness, as Jesus was many, many years ago. ROYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—I suppose you have been reading in the papers 
how there hasn’t been any coal, and that’s the way it’s been here, and 
we couldn't have school for two weeks because there wasn't a stick of 
wood or a pound of coal to be bought in town. It’s better now, because 
coal has come and school has started. Last night I saw quite a lot 
of carloads of coal come in, and I suppose they left us some. We 
haven't had any meetings because we're all torn up, and heating the 
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house with lamps, and will be torn up for some time yet, because the 
floors have got to be painted, and it’s the first time in a good many 
years that they've had anything done to them. Mother gave a copy of 
the Ninety-first Psalm to every soldier boy that she knows that was going 
from here, and she sent a lot over to France, and has ordered more 
to be used the same way. It’s the first time in years that the Club 
hasn't done anything on Hallowe'en. We were so torn up we couldn't 
do much of anything, and it wouldn't have been very nice to have the 
club here with lamps burning ‘round on the floor to heat the house, or 
very safe, either, but we never miss our nine o'clock Silence or Sunday 
school lessons, for all that. 
I. H. S. Crus, Earnest P. Balizell, Sec. 


CHRISTMAS GREETINGS 
From the TRuTH SEEKERS Booster Cius, St. Louis, Mo. 


I'm the delegate St. Louis sends 
To represent its Wees, 

Its Boosters and its Good Words Club, 
You all belong to thesé? 

“Love never faileth” is the Word 
That helps us kinder grow. 

The “three wise monkeys” of Japan,’ 
Remind us all, I know, 

To see, nor hear, nor evil speak, 
But always think the Good 

And scatter sunshine everywhere 
To make Truth understood? 

So, let’s all join together 
And sing in merry chime— 

“The dear Lord Christ is born again, 
This happy Christmas time.” 


Minneapolis, Minn. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been coming to me for nearly a 
year. I love you very much. I will be six years old in February and 
my little sister Grace will be four next June. We would like to be 
Boosters. Mother said she would help us. I am sending you a Christ- 
mas picture and a true story of how I played Santa Claus. | hope 
you will like them. I cannot write, so mother is writing this for me. 
Yours with love and best wishes for a merry Christmas, 
Florence and Grace Starks. 


‘ 
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Ta Junga, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—My mother, my two sisters and I have 
joined the Good Words Club, and Miss Peck is going to make me a 
present of a Booster pin, because it stands for the Good Words Club 
motto. I'd like to be a Booster. I am a little musician. I play bari- 


Left to right: Gladys, Dorothy, Constance and their Papa 


and Mamma 


tone in my father’s band. I play a little on the piano and trap drums. 
I am ten years old and I am in the fifth grade at school. For a pet I 
have a great big old bull-dog, and his name is “Jack.” We live away 
up in the mountains, two thousand feet above the sea level. It is a 
very healthy place to live. From your little Booster, 

Constance Maygrove. 


Merchantville, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you a story. My name is 
George B. Gilbert. I am seven and one-half years old. The story 
is about boys and birds. I have a sister and a mother and a grand- 
father. I love Wee Wisdom very much. A friend gives them to us. 
I always think nice thoughts before I go to bed. Lovingly yours, 
George B. Gilbert. 
Asotin, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little Booster boy, three years young. 
1 like my Booster pin very much. We live right by one of my aunt's, 
and my little cousin Elton made me a wheelbarrow this evening. He 
wants to be a Booster, and have a pin like ours. Yours with love, 
Clinton Graham,’ per mamma. 


aad 
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Cripple Creek, Colo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I will try to write a story for Wee Wisdom. 
I made it up. I call it: 

THE TWO SISTERS 

Once upon a time there were two sisters named Mary and Ruth. 
One day the mother wanted Mary to go fo the store, but Mary said 
she would not go. So Ruth, the younger sister, offered to go, and the 
mother let her. 

Afterward Mary was very sorry because she had disobeyed her 
mother, and made up her mind that she would always be good and true 
and go with Ruth to Sunday school every Sunday. They have learned 
to read good, helpful books now, and are very happy. 

Helen Flacker. 


You see, Helen, we left out of your story the sad part. 
While you are “‘making up” these thought-children, you 
ought to give them the joy that really belongs to all God’s 
children. 

New Orleans, La. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This poem I made up and hope to see it 
printed in the December number: heres 
Oh, Santa, he’s a comin’— 
You bet, he’s comin’ soon. 
When you're tucked up tight in bed, 
And out shines Mister Moon, 
He'll slide right down the chimney 
And fill your stockings up; 
There's gifts for dad and mamsey, 
And even for the pup. 
You'd better try to be real good, 
An’ get a-plenty toys, 
"Cause Santa gives a heap o’ things, 
To all good girls and boys. 
I received my pin and am wearing it. I think it is a darling. 
Yours in Truth, Merle Scheppegrele. 
Asotin, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking Wee Wisdom about four 
months and like it fine. I have had my Booster pin about one month 
and I like it so well that I wear it nearly all the time. I am going to 
school. I like to study and I also like my teacher. I will close for 
this time. Lots of love and best wishes. 
Sylvester Graham, per auntie. 
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Asotin, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I like my magazine and my Booster pin so 
well. They help me to be a good boy. I am staying with my auntie 
this winter and going to school. My papa comes and gets me on 
Friday evenings and takes me home to see my mamma and two little 
brothers. We have lots of fun riding stick horses. Yours truly 
Merle Graham, per auntie. 


Alameda, Cal. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for over four 
years, and I read it every month and enjoy it very much. Sometimes, 
when I think I am not feeling well, I read it and it makes me feel 
so happy. My little brother, Gussie Jack, ten years young, composed 
a little poem for Wee Wisdom. I am fourteen and I would love to 
join the Club. Would you please send me a pin. Inclose please find 

fifteen cents—the price of the pin. Yours truly, Eileen Knight. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—The “Truth Seekers” Booster Club of St. Louis 
has now ninety-seven enrolled members. On October 10th, last, we held 
an election of officers, with this result: Homer Schroeder, president; 
Lucia Kamp, vice president; Rose Schleich, secretary, Elvera Huff, 
treasurer; Helene Ketterer, chairman of entertainment committee, and 


Mrs. Ballman, Adele Knule and George Doering on this entertain- 
ment committee. We are now planning a Hallowe'en party, which 
we think will be held in the Sunday school room of the Church of 
Divine Science, on the first Saturady afternoon in November. With 
love to all the Boosters, I remain, 
Rose Schleich, Secretary, T. S. B. Crus. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I received your nice letter, and 1 wish you 
to help my poor, sore foot, for I have a big blister on the back of it. 
Please help me in my arithmetic. Here's a thought for: 
OUR FLAG 
I know three little sisters. 
You know these sisters, too, 
For one is red and one is white, 


The other one is blue. 
Hurrah, for the three little sisters! 
Hurrah for the red, white and blue! 
Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah! for our Flag! 
For our beautiful Flag, so true! 
Yours very truly, Robert Parker. 
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Grand Rapids, Wis. 
Dear Wee W. isdom—The Paulus family have just. finished read- 

ing all of the Booster letters in the November number and have had a 
good time over them. We love you all and wish we could have you 
right here in person—every one—to laugh with us. By us, I mean 
papa George, little George, Cornelia and mamma Stella. Our Eliza- 
beth is now at Madison, in the University. Papa George sings a 
rollicking song that goes: 

“Gather all the children ‘round you Sunday morning 

Let the babies roll upon the floor,” 


and that is what I think of when I wish all the Boosters big and little 
could be here. You see I am a sort of foster mother to the Happy 
Thought Boosters and I'd like to be to them all over the world. But, 
as little George says, “Mamma, you 
are not really mamma at all. You 
are God's: child, and I am God's 
child. We are just God's children 
together.” And so we all are. You 
would think so if you could see us 
all playing tag about twilight out in 
the yard, using the trees for goals. 
There are a great many trees in our 
yard so a lot of you could play. | 
want to tell Earnest Baltzell that we 
hope to get to Unity Center, too. 
Won't it be fun if we meet there! 
We have read many of your good 
letters, Earnest. Never mind, Irene, 
if little Bert doesn’t want to say his 
prayers just according to rules and 
Elizabeth Paulus regulations There are more ways than 
one of praying and we'll wager that Bert has a good way of his own. 
We like “The Cat’s Tea Party.” Little George thinks it’s a good 
a that Mother Goose is a bit out of date. Don’t you know about 
y, Goosey Gander’’? 
“In my lady's chamber, 
There I found a little man 
Who wouldn't say his prayers, 
I took him by the left leg 
And threw him down the stairs.” 


When I read, Alvie, about you giving some Wee Wisdoms to a little 


i 
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boy that was nearly blind it made me think how a friend laughed at 


me because | told her that a man who was blind in one eye was night 
watchman at a factory. But we know what Truth can do for people, 
don’t we, Alvie? But I mustn't write a personal message to you all, 
as I should like to, because Aunt Myrtle and Royal may think | am 
getting a monopoly on their space. The rest we'll send over the wire- 
less of Spirit. You know this kind can go very quickly, even to 
England and South Africa. So if any of you feel a fluttering around 
the heart, take it as a love message from Wisconsin. I must tell you 
that our Booster, Elizabeth, passed her physical examination as perfect 
at the University. A\ll the “freshies” had to write five themes to show 
if they needed to take “sub-fresh’’ English. After Elizabeth had 
written two, the teacher told her that she would pass. She said she 
knew it would be that way. That might sound conceited, only that we 
know that Elizabeth recognizes God as her Wisdom. Let's all help 
her to remember. Stella Paulus. 


Mattoon, IIl. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy your letters very much, and just 
love the stories. I am only nine years old. I wish some of the 
Boosters would write to me. My address is R. F. D. No. 6, Mattoon, 
Ill. I will write to Mary Fennette Edwards, if she will write to me. 
I am going to try to start a Booster Club. I have no brothers or sisters. 
I have a dog, six colts and five dolls. “Richard” is my baby doll. I 
like to go to school just fine. My teacher is so good and all of the 
children are so nice. Will somebody tell me how to start a Booster 
Club? How many do you need to start a Club? We are having a 
meeting in our church, and I want to go so much. We live by the 
railroad, and trains pass all the time. I like to hear them. Here 
comes a train now! I inclose a story. With love to all the Boosters, 

from your little friend, Ruth Carter. 


Pasadena, Cal. 
Dear Mr. Secretary—We have organized a Booster Club in 
Pasadena. We would like to inquire if there are any special rules to 
be followed. We all want to be Boosters and hope you will be glad 
to have us in the Club. We have already received our Booster Pins, 
as a reward from our Sunday school for attendance. Yours sincerely, 
Dorothy M. Ferguson. 
You will get all the information necessary, Dorothy, under 
the Booster Club head, in the small type. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I am very fond of Wee Wisdom. I had it 
quite a while and enjoy the letters and everything in it. I would like 
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to join the Booster Club and would be very glad if you would accept 

me. I am a litle girl ten years of age. I live with my mamma and 

grandma. My dear grandma belongs to the Good Words Club, and 
is a member of Unity. With love, Dorothy Morse. 
Montrose, N. Y., Childrens’ Home. 

Dear Mr. Royal—Your mother sends Wee 

Wisdom to us children. There are ten of us. 

I have seven adopted brothers and sisters. 

Mother adopted me when I weighed six pounds. 

I am eight years old now and | am in the 

seventh grade. My sister Blanche and I want 

to join the Booster Club. My brother James is 

seven years old and he would like to join, too. 

AIL my brothers and sisters are crippled except 

one, but they are not sick and we have lots of 

fun. My mother reads Unity Magazine to all 

of us, and we read Wee Wisdom. From your 
loving little friend, | Esther Martha Browne. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 

Dear Royal—My brother and | are twins. Here is a little story 
I wrote: 

One day when I was in the garden under a beautiful tree, I fell 
asleep. This is what I dreamed: 

A dog came running to me and seemed to say, “I'm hungry.” 

When | went to feed him, a kitten came too, and I said, “You 
get on the dog’s back.” So the kitten did. 

Then a rat came and I told the rat to get on the kitten’s back, 
and the kitten did. 

Next, a piece of cheese came walking up to me, and I said to the 
cheese, “You jump on the rat’s back,” and it did. 

Then I asked, “Are you all ready? 

The dog bow-wowed; the kitten mewed; the rat prrery the 
cheese jumped, and I shouted, “All aboard.” 

The dog started, and they all laughed and sang, and when I got 
to the house, mother laughed, too. Then I gave the dog some dog- 
biscuit, the kitten some milk, and the rat some cheese, and the cheese 
some cream. 

I then put them to bed. When they awoke we all had a good 
play in the garden. The boys and girls laughed as they saw the 
cheese dancing on the rat's tail, and the kitten dancing on the dog's 
tail, and the dog, seeing the fun of it, danced, too. When I awoke I 
heard mother calling me for dinner. Elton M. Edwards. 
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Detroit, Mich. 

Dear Wees—I want you to help me to be on time in the morning. 
My teacher is very nice and kind, and I like her very much. My 
school work is a little hard. Please help me to remember God is my 
Intelligence. 1 like Wee Wisdom very much, and so does my teacher, 
and has read them to the children. Robert and Bert and | are gather- 
ing paper now, and helping get money for mother. I am sending you 
a little poem: 


A THOUGHT OF SANTA CLAUS 


What do you think my grandmother said 
Tonight when I was going to bed, 

When I coaxed her to tell Christmas stories to me, 
With my kead and my arm upon her knee! 
She thinks, and really told me so, 

That good Mr. Santa Claus, long ago, 

Was old and gray as he is today. 

She thinks he’s driven through frost and snow 
For a hundred years, yes a thousand or so. 
With jingling, jingling bells, and toys 

“Ho! Ho!” for little girls and boys. 

With a carol gay, crying, “Clear the way, 
For a rollicking, merry Christmas day.” 


Yours truly, Irene Parker. 
P. S.—Robert and Bert and mother and I are all helping Wee 
Wisdom with her Christmas by sending ten cents each. 


Berkeley, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom and Mr. Royal—l attend the Home of Truth 
Sunday school here in Berkeley and really enjoy it very much. The 
first Sunday in every month we are given Wee Wisdoms, which we 
take our lessons from, and a beautiful interpretation is given. Some 
day I will endeavor to write a little story with some moral to it, as 
so many others have done. Hoping to get much better acquainted with 

the Boosters, I will close with love, Marion C. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Dear Wees—I would like to join the Booster Club, and want a 
pin. How much are they? I will join as soon as possible. I go to the 
store almost every day on my skates or my wheel; sometimes I walk. 
I go to school on week days, and on Saturday I take my music lesson. 
I would like you to help me in my school work, dear Wee Wisdom. 
Please send me a thought to hold, like you did Robert Parker. Every 


morning | say a prayer my grandpa taught me. Sometimes I forget, 
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but I'll try not to hereafter. 1 must go to bed now for | am getting 
sleepy. Goodbye. Don't forget. Your loving little friend, 
Madeline Bucher. 
Walnut Creek, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I would like to join your Booster Club. I 
enjoy reading the Wee Wisdom. How much would one of the pins 
cost? I am in the fourth grade at school and am nine years old. I 
like school very much. Yours truly, Marcia Tikioli. 

The pins are fifteen cents, Madeline. Here is a little 
prayer to repeat: ‘““The unclouded Mind of Jesus Christ is 
active in me, and I am keen and alert in all that I do. My 
intelligence is from God, and I am master over all my 
studies.” 

Los Angeles, Cal. 

Dear Royal—I have written you a little story. I am eight years 
old. 

I was playing in the garden and a kitten came up and seemed to 
say: “I haven't any home.” I called her “Blossom,” and took her 
into the house and gave her some milk. After she had drunk it, I put 
her to bed, and had my supper. I slept good, and so did Blossom. 
We have been great friends ever since. Your loving friend, 

John Willis Edwards. 

P. S.—Inclosed find thirty cents for which send my brother and 


me Booster pins. 


Jeanne Trader writes for a Booster pin and asks to be 
made a member. 

She used to live in Kansas City, and was one of our 
wee Sunday school girls. She’s a joy and a blessing to all 
who know her. 

Jeanne is a healer, too, and says she has proven, ““God 
is my help in every need,”’ and that he always takes care of 
all who trust him. 

In giving her to St. Louis, we know the Boosters there 
will have another live helper to aid in scattering sunshine 


everywhere. Jeanne’s address is 1457-A Goodfellow Ave. 


I heard a secret the other day, 

From a little snow bird by the way. 
What did he tell me? Just guess, I pray. 
“Christmas is coming,” the bird did say. 


—B. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 9 


EZRA AND NEHEMIAH TEACH THE LAW. 
Nehemiah—8: 1-12. 


Gotpen Text—“Thy Word is a lamp unto my feet and a light 
unto my path.”—Psalm 119:105. 


In this lesson we read of a day when the people gathered to- 
gether in the street and listened, while Ezra standing on a pulpit of 
wood, read the Word of God. They were anxious to hear the Bible, 
but evidently did not entirely understand it for they wept and were 
grieved. When we understand the Word of God, we are glad and 
happy. Ezra told the people that it was not a time for weeping, but 
for rejoicing. He said, “The joy of the Lord is your strength.” He 
bade the people go and enjoy themselves and give of the fullness of 
their joy and of God’s goodness to others. It was a holy day, and 
therefore to be filled to the brim with joy. In spite of the fact that 
Ezra and Nehemiah taught this so many years ago, there are people 
who seem to believe that holy days are sad and solemn affairs. There 
is no sadness in God, so why should his days be kept in gloom? God 
is joy and light and life. Then on God's days, or holy days, we 
should each of us express joy and light and life every minute. 

Just what days are holy and how many of them are there in a 
year? Holy days are God's days, or those days which should be 
devoted to prayer and praise and thanksgiving to God. Then is there 
any day which is not holy? Is there an hour or minute which should 
not be devoted to God or Good? How much of the time should we 
be good? 

All of the time, of course, and when we are good, we are ex- 
pressing God. That makes every day a holy day, doesn’t it? 

We are so glad that our days are holy, for that means joy and 
health and plenty all the time. These good things are rightfully ours 
as children of God, but we must claim them. We must remember 
that God is all Life, Love, Joy and Plenty, and that we are one with 
him. Then our days will all be holy and our lives full and free. 
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Lesson 11, DECEMBER 16 


NEHEMIAH ENFORCES THE LAW OF THE SABBATH. 
Nehemiah 13:15-22. 


GotpeN Text—Remember the sabbath day to keep it holy.— 
Exodus 20:8. 


Last week we learned that all days were holy, and now this 
lesson would seem to mean that one day was more holy than the rest. 
However, this is only at first thought. 

Nehemiah commanded the people not to work or to buy or sell on 
the Sabbath. The Sabbath day is no more holy than the others, but 
it is a rest day. It is a time when we should rest from outer activities. 
On the Sabbath we should stop thinking so much about the millions of 
things outside, and get still, We should turn our attention within to 
the real world lest we forget the Truth. Sometimes we are so busy 
thinking about the things we see with our outer eyes, that we forget 
that the real world is within. The things outside, you know, are just 
expressions of the real things within. How do we know that the inner 
is the real? Let's take a chair, for example. Before a chair was ever 
made somebody thought about it, didn’t they? The chair was first 
pictured in someone’s mind. Now, of course, we know that a chair 
can be destroyed. It can be broken or burned until no one would 
know it had ever been a chair. But the idea of a chair in the mind— 
can that be destroyed? Then, which is the real and lasting? The 
inner chair, isn't it? So, we see that it is the inner world which is real 
and eternal. It is a good thing, sometimes, to sit still and remember 
these things. It is well to shut our eyes and ears to outer sounds and 
listen to the voice within, telling us the true way of life. Let us keep 
the Sabbath day holy by resting from all outer activities and turning 
our thoughts within. If we do this it will help us to make all our days 
holy and happy. 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 23 


ADVENT OF THE MESSIAH. (Christmas Lesson) — 
Matthew 2:1-12. 


GotpeN Text—For unto you is born this day in the city of 
David, a Saviour, which is Christ, the Lord—Luke 2:11. 

Again we have our wonderful Christmas story. It is the story of 
the birth of a babe in a manger, many years ago. We are told how 
the wise men, guided by a star, brought treasures and laid them before 
that tiny babe on his mother’s lap. We are told also how the angel 
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appeared to the shepherds and told them the glad news, and how, as 
the vision faded, a song floated down from the sky, “Peace on earth, 
good will toward men.” 

That is our Christmas story. A tale of love and peace and good 
will. It was written years ago, but has never lost its interest or beauty. 

The real reason that the Christmas story lives is because it is a 
symbol of something which is happening in you and in me. The 
Christ consciousness is born in some of us every day. When we learn 
the Truth that God is good, and God is all, and that all Life, Love, 
power and Substance are within us, that is the birth of the Christ con- 
sciousness. It is the Christmas story being acted over again in us. We 
never know how full of joy and love and freedom life can be until the 
Christ is born in us. When we realize the presence of this 1 Am 
power within us we really begin to live. 

Whenever we seem to be having troublesome times, or when 
people and things around us seem out of harmony, let us remember, 
and repeat the Golden Text, “For unto you is born this day in the 
city of David, a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.” A savior means 
one who will save. Then unto each of us is born every day or any 
day a Savior, “which is Christ the Lord.” Could there be any greater 
Savior? There need be no worry or fear or anxiety if we just re- 
member that in us is born, whenever we are willing to let it come 
forth, a power greater than anything in the world. We will let the 
Christmas dwell in our minds and stay with us the whole year, that 
there may be, “Peace on earth, good will toward men.” 


Lesson 13, DECEMBER 30 
GOD’S REDEEMING LOVE. 


REVIEW. 
GotpEN Text—With the Lord there is mercy and with him is 
plent redemption—Psalm 130:7. 


Today's lesson is a review of the lessons of the past quarter. 
-Most of them have to do with Ezra and Nehemiah. From each of 
these lessons we could get a good thought to memorize and make our 
own. For example, in lesson one, there is this thought, “I will hear 
what God, the Lord, will speak.” If we were always willing to listen 
to the voice within, our lives would be happy and harmonious, wouldn't 
they? So that would be a splendid’ thought to learn and use lest we 
forget to listen. If we glance over the lessons, we will find in each a 
thought which will help us to make our lives more joyful and complete. 
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Lesson |, JANUARY 6 
JOHN PREPARES THE WAY FOR JESUS.—Mark 1:1-11. 


Gotpen TeExt—Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away the 
sin of the world—John 1:29. 


John the Baptist came before Jesus and prepared the people for 
the coming of the Christ. John dressed very plainly and ate of the 
simplest food. His mind was not cluttered up with thoughts of the 
outer world and its affairs. He was not concerned too much about 
what he should wear or eat. His mind being clear he could realize his 
oneness with God's Mind. John could foresee the coming of Jesus, 
because he was thinking God's thoughts after him. John baptized with 
water, but he told them that one greater than he was coming, who 
would baptize with the Holy Spirit. The outer baptism with water 
was a symbol of what would take place within, when the baptism of the 
Holy Spirit came. It was really to get the minds of the people ready 
to receive the true inner baptism. When we get so still that we forget 
all the outside things and just let the voice of God speak in us, then we 
get the inner baptism. 

We realize that Spirit, or God, is around and above and beneath 
and in us. We know that there is nothing but God. That is the bap- 
tism which Jesus came to give us. He came to teach us the Truth that 
we are children of the living God; that the same Christ-Mind is in 
us that was in him. 

The Golden Text says: “Behold the Lamb of God which 
taketh away the sin of the world.” Now sin is missing the mark. It 
is not living up to the highest. When we allow thoughts of lack to 
enter our minds we are sinning. But when we receive this baptism of 
the Spirit and know that only the good is true—all this sin will be 
wiped out of our minds and hearts. The way to receive this baptism, 
as we have said, is to “be still and know that I am God.” 


I am a child, guileless and small, 
Just coming into the light 
Like a wee plant, winsome and sweet, 
Laughing at raindrops so bright. 
Only a little child, active with life, 
Playing in sunshine and glow; 
Jesus is near, loving and dear, 
Jesus will help me to grow. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


THE LIGHT OF THE CHRISTMAS CANDLES 


Ever since the star of Bethlehem 

led the wise men to the manger where the 

Christ child lay, we have had twinkling, 

shining lights on Christmas. Think of 

all the Christmas candles burning on all 

the Christmas trees in the world. 

Wouldn’t they make a bright light if 

they were all put together! Then if all 

the Christmas trees that had ever been 

lighted were stretched in a line, I believe 

they would make a shining, shimmering belt around the 
world, don’t you? 

Nothing in this world is ever really destroyed. Fire 
may burn a table until there is no table left, but the tiny 
atoms which made up the table still exist in another form. 
So all this candlelight is still existing as energy. The candles 
have long since burned out, but the energy has gone back to 
Mother Nature to help her in some other way. So things 
go on and on. There is no beginning and no end. Life 
* may change form, but it is still here. It never departs. 
Isn't it a beautiful thing to know that the light of the Christ- 
mas candles is still living and helping the world along? 

But there is a still more wonderful thing about Christ- 
mas. For what do the lighted candles and the gifts stand? 
They are to show the love in our hearts, aren’t they? We 
are so full of love that it bubbles over into songs, and 
laughter, and gifts, and twinkling lights. It is the love of the 
Christ child in us. That is what Christmas really means. 
Just as the glistening trees would make a belt around the 
earth, so the love that has been poured out so many Christ- 
mastides has formed a soft, warm, pink comfort over all the 
world. It is a mystic blanket, and if we want to feel its 
warmth we must know the secret which will bring it close. 
It is a thought of love. The moment we send a thought of 
love to anyone we feel the warm glow from the blanket of 
Christmas love around the world. This Christmas, when 
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we are laughing and singing and feeling all happy inside, 
we will know that the blanket is growing more thick and 
warm and soft and rosy with every heartbeat. May this 
Merry Christmas be the merriest ever and may the blanket 
come close to us all. 


FLORENCE PLAYS SANTA CLAUS 
Hazer 


One day I asked mother to tell me about Santa Claus. 
She told me about how kind he is and how hard he tries to 
please the children. 

Then she said, “Anybody can be 
Santa Claus, if they do nice things 
and try to make people happy.” 

I asked her how it happened that 
there were so many Santa Clauses 
downtown. She told me that any- 
body could be Santa Claus if they 
| dressed up that way. I sat very quiet ° 
and thought for a long time and then 
i! I asked if I could have a Santa Claus 
™| suit and be a real Santa Claus at 

, — kindergarten. She said that would 
Florence and Grace _ be fine. 

Starks I planned the suit and bag all my- 
self, and mother made it. Mother made pretty paper bas- 
kets and filled them with candy and popcorn. I played I 
was Santa at school and gave baskets to the children. 

I wore my Santa suit on Christmas day and visited 
some neighbor children. I enjoyed playing Santa Claus 
very much, and expect to play it again this year. 


One of our Wees had been taught that chocolate candy 
was only good to taste, and that it did not feed the body like 
good fruits and vegetables. So her mamma gave her only 
one or two pieces at a time. One day her auntie came on a 
visit, and brought her a whole box of chocolates. The dear 
little Wee opened it, and took out her two pieces, then setting 
the box on the table, turned away from it; closing her eyes 
and placing her hands reverently together, she prayed: 


“Dear Lord, lead me not into temptation.” 
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CHRISTMAS JOYS 


There are bells and the glistening, glittering stuff, 
And there’s nearly always the snow. 

There’s the red holly-berries and pretty green leaves, 
And there’s the mistletoe. 


There’s the jolly old Santa Claus with red on his nose, 
And the tree with its nice sprucey smell, 

There are bundles and packages scattered around, 
What’s in them one never can tell. 


For each one we open contains a surprise, 
One’s heart feels all thrilly and queer, 
Our cheeks are all rosy—we tingle with joy, 


And all because Christmas is here. —Blanche, 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth, 


WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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